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TO 

SIR    FREDERICK    NORMAN 

WHO,   THROUGHOUT  A   STRENUOUS   PUBLIC   LIFE, 

HAS    CONSISTENTLY    ENDEAVOURED    TO    KEEP    ALIVE 

THOSE    HIGH     IDEALS    WHICH    HAVE    THEIR    RISE 

IN     THE     ABNEGATION     OF     SELF, 

FINDING   THEIR   FRUITION    IN 

EDUCATION,    ART,    SCIENCE,   AND   PHILOSOPHY, 

AND    WHOSE    LABOURS    TO    ENCOURAGE    ALL    THINGS 

WHICH   MAKE   FOR 

SWEETNESS    AND    LIGHT 

MAY     BE     EPITOMISED     IN     THE     WORDS 

"WHAT  I  SPENT  I  HAD; 
WHAT  I  SAVED  I  LOST  ; 
WHAT  I  GAVE  I  HAVE." 


PREFACE 

To  THE  Reader. 

"  The  Ballad  of  the  Iron  Cross  "  is  based,  in  its 
essentials,  on  actual  fact  narrated  to  me  by  a  soldier 
who  had  won  the  V.C,  and  who  is  again  at  the  front 
fighting  Prussian  militarism.  While,  therefore,  but  little 
originality  can  be  claimed,  it  is,  at  least,  unique  in  this 
— that  it  describes  events  that  actually  happened  in  the 
life  of  a  soldier. 

Strictly  speaking,  the  title  may  be  somewhat  of  a  mis- 
nomer. The  ballad,  as  an  art  form  of  poetry,  should 
strictly  confine  itself  to  a  simple  narration  of  incidents. 
Readers  will  note,  however,  that,  while  the  narrative  is 
continued  through  the  various  cantos,  there  are  quietly 
introduced  suggestions,  reflections,  social,  philosophic, 
psychic,  and  theological  problems.  These,  I  think,  natur- 
ally arise  out  of  the  story.  To  have  suppressed  them 
would  have  destroyed,  to  a  large  extent,  the  true  function 
of  poetry — which  should  not  only  seek  to  interest  the 
reader,  but  to  kindle  his  imagination,  arouse  his  emotions, 
quicken  his  idealism,  and  provoke  thought  that  will 
ultimately  lead  to  action.  Wordsworth  did  not  hesitate 
to  introduce  reflections  in  his  "  Peter  Bell,"  Coleridge 
in  his  "  Rhyme  of  the  Ancient  Mariner,"  and  Oscar 
Wilde  acted  similarly  in  his  "  Ballad  of  Reading  Jail." 
Other  examples  could  easily  be  quoted. 
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In  a  sense  the  Ballad  of  the  Iron  Cross  is  a  psycho- 
logical  study  of  the  mind  of  the  soldier — "  the  hopes,  and 
fears,  and  agonies  "  which  help  him  to  win  through  a 
"  thousand  hells,"  and  carry  him  alive  over  a  "  thousand 
deaths  "  until  their  very  familiarity  enable  him  to  feel, 
amid  a  storm  of  shot  and  shell,  that  the  bitterness  of 
death  is  past.  The  background  of  the  ballad  is  the  dim, 
white  light  of  eternity,  in  front  of  which  the  soldier  plays 
his  part,  often,  at  last,  "  to  drop  into  the  jaws  of  vacant 
darkness  and  to  cease."  To  cease  ?  That  is,  perhaps, 
the  most  important  question  raised  by  the  poem.  While 
Messrs.  J.  M.  Robertson,  E.  Clodd,  and  J.  McCabe  do  not 
hesitate  to  aver  that  we  are  merely  animals  run  to  brain, 
and  that  mind  cannot  be  dissociated  from  matter — making 
mind  and  brain  synonymous  terms — the  poets,  with  few 
exceptions,  have  always  been  on  the  side  of  the  angels. 
Even  Sir  Oliver  Lodge,  Sir  William  Crookes,  Sir  Arthur 
Conan  Doyle  have  recently  declared — what  the  late  Dr. 
Alfred  Russel  Wallace  long  ago  asserted — that  we  live 
and  move  and  have  our  being  in  an  unseen  world  of  living 
spirit-intelligences — good  and  evil — who  once  wore  our 
"muddy  vesture  of  decay."  They  say  there  is  sufficient 
scientific  proof  to  warrant  a  belief  in  an  "  after-life."  If 
this  be  so,  it  would  explain  much  that  is  inexplicable  in 
the  history  of  the  race :  Socrates  guided  by  his  good- 
daemon,  Joan  of  Arc  inspired  by  tpirit-voices  (once 
Marshals  of  France),  the  witchcraft  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
and  especially  cases  of  alleged  obsession  by  evil  spirits 
(devils)  similar  to  those  cast  out  by  Christ.  It  would 
explain  probably  the  miracles  at  Lourdes  and  Holywell, 
the  trances  of  St.  Paul,  the  gift  of  tongues  on  the  Day  of 
Pentecost,  the  visions  of  Luther,  Fox,  Irving,  Schumann, 
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and  William  Blake.  I  make  no  pronouncement  upon  the 
point.  One  soldier  may  be  driven  mad  by  shell-shock, 
resultant  from  physical  injury  ;  another  may  be  obsessed 
by  evil  intelligences,  or  even  by  his  own  thoughts.  It  is 
for  the  scientist  to  discover  the  truth  or  falsity  of  such 
suggestions ;  and,  if  it  be  for  the  doctor  to  cure  the 
diseased  brain,  it  is  surely  the  province  of  the  priestly 
psychologist  to  deal  with  mental  disorder  if  obsession  be 
a  fact  in  nature. 

In  any  case,  such  problems  ultimately  resolve  them- 
selves into  a  social  one  to  make  for  the  betterment  of 
the  human  race.  It  is  a  paramount  duty  to  care  for  the 
soldier  broken  physically  in  war ;  and,  as  suggested  in  the 
closing  verses,  it  is  equally  our  duty  to  smooth  the  path 
of  those  who  have  been  wrecked  spiritually,  financially, 
and  socially  by  Armageddon— and  have  gone  forth  to 
fight  our  battles  while  we  have  been  allowed  to  still  continue 
our  civil  avocations.  The  soldier  who  has  "  returned  to 
life  through  death's  dark  lane  "  has  the  moral  right  to 
say  to  each  one  of  us. 

Remember  we  have  died  for  you. 
What  will  you  do, 

Now  we've  returned  ? 

The  shaping  and  bringing  to  birth  of  a  new  world  is 
only  possible  through  the  sacrifice  of  the  lives  of  millions 
of  our  fellows,  who,  in  our  stead,  have  boldly  entered  the 
Pit  of  Dreadful  Night  to  fight  with  wild  beasts  and  powers 
of  the  air. 

That  is  a  fact  we  would  each  do  well  to  remember. 

Though  the  poem  ends  on  a  tragical  note,  I  have  avoided, 
I    hope,    morbidity,    though    endeavouring    to    invest    it 
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with  the  aroma  of  the  supernatural — like  Hood's  "  Haunted 
House,"  and  Poe's  "  Nevermore." 

Alfred  Dodd. 

P.S. — I  should  like  to  express  my  indebtedness  to  Allan 
Clarke,  Esq.,  of  Blackpool,  for  several  alterations  of 
phrase,  and  to  Miss  J.  E.  McGibney,  L.L.A.,  Runcorn 
County  Secondary  School,  for  several  corrections  of  the 
text. 
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PROLOGUE 

The  Musician 

Apollo  !    In  the  days  of  old, 

When  this  poor  world  was  racked  with  pain, 
You  framed  a  harp  with  strings  of  gold, 

And  sang  that  peace  would  dawn  again  : 
And  nations  in  their  death-grips  heard 
The  music  of  thy  singing- word. 

The  tyrant  heard  within  his  heart 
The  arrows  of  thy  mighty  song  : 

While  dying  serfs  saw  Death  depart 
Before  thy  Angels  calm  and  strong  : 

And  lust  and  greed  and  hate  were  hurled 

Far  o'er  the  ramparts  of  the  world. 

Spirit  divine  !   Take  thou  thy  stand 
Once  more  above  the  peaks  of  woe  ! 

Again  sing  to  a  tortured  land 
With  all  the  magic  of  thy  bow  ! 

That  we  may  hear  thy  healing  strain, 

And  think  of  love  and  peace  again. 

Thy  quivering  harp  will  swiftly  tame 
The  Lucifers  of  Discord  rude  ; 
Thy  song  will  reinspire  our  aim 
For  peace,  love,  freedom  unsubdued. 

Sing  heart-songs  !     Many  cheeks  are  wet ! 

Sing  !    lest  thy  memory  we  forget. 

15 
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BALLAD  OF  THE  IRON  CROSS 

Canto  I 
The  soldier's  He  wore  a  faded  khaki  coat, 

faded    khaki         -m      ,      j  ,  j  j 

coat  and  the       flecked  by  a  muddy  sea, 
war-worn  look   jj-    f  khaki-hued  as  well, 

in    his     eyes  ' 

show thathe has   Bronzed  by  the  khaki-fires  of  Hell, 

fought  in  the         tt-     i.       j  i    j  ri 

Pit  of  Dreadful       -Wis  hands  gnarled  like  a  tree, 

Night.  YoT  he  had  fought  in  Death's  Dark  Court, 

The  shades  of  mystery. 

Around  his  lithesome  form  was  wrapped 

The  web  of  inward  might. 
Spun  from  Gethsemanes  of  pain, 

That  jarred  upon  the  sight, 
And  he  looked  like  one  that  had  returned 

From  the  Pit  of  Dreadful  Night. 

He  looked  like  one  who  had  returned 
To  life  through  Death's  Dark  Lane, 

Wearing  upon  his  soul  the  mark 
Of  secret,  bloody  stain, 

That  floods  of  tears  through  long-drawn  years 
Would  ne'er  wash  white  again. 
^  17 
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The  home-   y^^  [^  ^}^g  frenzied,  surein?  crowd, 
coming  of    a  .  , 

soldier  who  has       That  roared  in  welcome  glee, 

wontheV.C.       ,tr>  i      t  >.t-    ^  j-j       _ 

'Twas  only  I  that  did  espy 

The  thing  they  could  not  see  ; 

I  saw  his  soul,  but  they  his  breast, 

Graced  by  the  King's  V.C. 


The    towns-  j^  faith  It  was  a  goodly  sight, 
folk    throng   to  r  n      iT 

welcome  him.  lo  see  the  townsfolk  throng. 

From  far  and  near  like  beating  waves 
Against  a  rampart  strong, 

And  hear  them  sing  with  joyous  swing 
The  "  Conquering  Hero  "  song. 


And     the  Xhev  swun?  with  rhythmic  beating  fierce. 

Mayor     and  /  o  j  a 

Corporation       To  burst  the  station-bars, 

lead  the  way.     j^^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^  golden-chained  Mayor, 

Ring-gemmed  with  lesser  stars. 
In  pride  to  greet  and  first  to  meet 
A  Prince  of  Avatars. 


A  prince  of  worth  and  yet  by  birth 

A  humble  son  of  toil, 
Like  Richard  Lion-Heart  the  Bold, 
He  had  won  his  spurs  of  shining  gold. 

Upon  a  foreign  soil ; 
And  God  had  shed  upon  his  head 

His  horn  of  wine  and  oil. 


The   town  j^j[g  native  town  was  all  be-flagged, 
gives  itself  up  to 
holiday;  even       The  Streets  were  streamered  gay. 
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the  children  "pj^g  works  were  closed,  the  shops  were  shut, 
the  streets  to       The  schools  had  holiday, 
pass  the  time.     ^^^  childish  bands  with  Union  Jacks 
Mimicked  dread  war  ...  in  play. 

The  dizzying  minutes  crawled  along, 

On  tortoise  footsteps  slow, 
While  throats  of  brass,  the  time  to  pass. 

Blared  joy  with  ceaseless  flow.  .  .  . 
But  some  whose  heart  had  felt  death's  smart, 

Joyed  through  a  veil  of  woe. 

The   expectant  YoT  the  crowd  was  like  a  ravening  sea, 

populace,   torn         .^j.  .     .  ,   ,  ^ 

by    conflicting       With  mward  hunger  nerce, 

Sf'^^i/.X  Waiting  for  winds  to  fill  its  maw, 

the  v.c.  will       With  laughter  or  with  tears, 

reallij  arrive.        .      ,   .  ,  ...  .  , 

And  Its  soul  was  athirst  m  passion  to  burst, 

And  in  lightnings  the  heavens  to  pierce. 

The  signals  dropped  with  a  creaking  thud, 
And  smote  the  expectant  ear. 

Their  arms  gave  the  note  to  the  porter's  throat. 
To  yell,  "  Stand  clear  !    Stand  clear  !  " 

And  the  crowd  outside,  like  a  rising  tide, 
Hummed  with  delight  and  fear. 


Silence  mo- 
mentarily de- 
scends upon  the 
waiting  crowds 
asthetrainruns 
into  the  station 
— quickly  fol- 
lowed by  vol- 
leys of  "  hur- 
rahs "  ; 


But  when  the  train  ran  into  sight. 
Along  the  embankment's  curve, 

A  sudden  silence  doped  the  throng, 
And  dumbed  its  quivering  nerve, 

Till  pent-up  nature  broke  the  dam. 

In  thunderous  cheers  which  wildly  swam 
Aloft  without  reserve. 
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Stilled  was  the  engine's  throbbing  heart, 
But  the  platform  thrilled  with  joy, 

As  a  tide  outpours  through  carriage  doors. 
With  mad  excitement  cloy, 

Till  a  thousand  eyes  swift-signalise 

The  Hero  they  seek  to  lionise.  .  .  . 
My  chum  when  a  little  boy. 


AndtheHero,  fje  wore  a  faded  khaki  coat, 

in   his  faded         -r.,      ,     j  ^  jj 

khaki     coat,       rlecked  by  a  muddy  sea, 
piatiorm^     ^  -^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  khaki-hued  as  well, 

Bronzed  by  the  khaki  fires  of  Hell, 

His  hands  gnarled  like  a  tree  : 
For  he  had  fought  in  Death's  Dark  Court 
The  shades  of  mystery. 


When    the  And  I  saw  his  soul  look  through  his  eyes, 

eyes    of     his  ,  .  °  ^ 

bosom    friend       His  glowing  eyes  undaunted, 

oPpear  hover-  ^^^  ^  Sensed  a  shape  of  sickening  Fear, 

ing  about  the       That  leered  at  the  crowd  and  taunted, 

hero  that  leers 

and  mocks  at  And  I  saw  o'er  his  head  a  Cross — blood-red — 
crowd!^  '  ^'^        That  sinister  ghost-gleams  flaunted, 

And  I  read  in  his  look  writ  as  plain  as  a  book, 
The  V.C.  Tommy  was  haunted. 


Canto  H 

gesildthaTwe  ^^^^^  ^re  some  eyes  that  cannot  see  ; 
liveonthebrink       Some  ears  that  cannot  hear; 

of   an    Unseen    p  ,  ...  i       •   i  i  j 

World  of  Life   i^ome  hearts  so  cold  ice-cased  with  gold, 
and  action ;  -phey  freeze  Emotion's  tear  : 
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And  there  are  those  who  cannot  think 
We  hourly  verge  upon  the  brink 
Of  an  ethereal  sphere. 


ThatThoughis  They  dream  not  that  a  world  of  thought 

are    Living  •' 

Things  which  Lies  wrapped  about  our  head, 
trZhefontVe  That  photographed  upon  the  air 
all-pervading  Lives  many  a  curse  and  many  a  prayer — 

Ether     sym-  ^  j 

boiicaiiy ;  Mute  symbols  to  be  read  : 

Had  we  Elisha's  gift  of  sight, 
We'd  read  such  picture-thoughts  aright  . 
The  living  and  the  dead. 


That   such  But  we  are  babes  m  swaddlmg-clothes  .  .  . 

thought-sijm-         ^^j  ■,  ,     ■• 

bois  of  the  living       We  cannot  see  the  whole 

and  the  dead    Qf  ^j^^g^  ^^-^.j  f^j-^gg  ^j^^^  impinge 
are    sometimes  ^      ° 

seen   by  seers       Their  breath  upon  the  soul  : 

who  often  fail,     .      ,  .  •  i       i 

however,    to  And  mystics  with  the  open  eye 
grasp    their  Qft  fail  to  grasp  the  signs  that  fly, 

esoteric  mean-  or  o  j  ^ 

ing.  Or  on  the  eye-ball  roll : 

What  means  Ezekiel's  "  living  wheel  "  ? 
His  "  coals  of  fire,"  his  "  sword  of  steel  "  ? 
And  what  the  "  flying  scroll  "  ? 


The    v.c.'s  I  only  saw  a  ghostly  Cross, 
Cross  swinging       That  mocked,  and  sneered,  and  taunted, 

menacingiij   -phat  swung  in  dread  above  the  head 
above  his  head,  o 

Of  him — the  brave  undaunted  ; 

But  this  I  knew,  my  comrade  true 

Felt  that  his  soul  was  haunted. 
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But   could   I  g^^   1^^^  could  not  read  the  sign, 

not  understand  '  _  °    ' 

Us  meaning.  Nor  make  its  message  clear, 

But  I  saw  it  shed  its  gleams  blood-red, 

That  stabbed  like  a  poison-spear 
At  the  man  who  was  dazed  by  the  storm  he 
had  raised 
In  his  township's  atmosphere. 

His  friend  Qh  !   Glad  was  I  to  feel  the  press 
was   glad    '^  ,  '■ 

t  urn  aiuay  from       Of  hearts  agamst  my  own, 

Zfs'anVfre'i  And  proud  was  I  to  see  him  lie, 

the  more  hu-  Like  some  choice  rose  full-blown, 

man    passions 

aroused  by  the  Once  more  to  rest  on  his  mother's  breast, 

meeting    of  \     j  -l          -l 

mother    and  ^^^  hear  her  quavermg  tone, 

*<*"•  And  that  the  Gorgon  sign  had  failed, 

To  change  his  heart  to  stone. 

Oh  !   Glad  was  I  and  proud  was  I 

To  clasp  the  hand  again 
Of  him  who  had  won  a  deathless  place 

In  Odin's  halls  to  reign, 
His  fame  to  be  told  in  words  of  gold, 

In  History's  domain. 

The  winner  Right  Strong  was  his  arm  and  swift  was  his 

o/  the  Victoria  . 

Cross    gambles  mmd, 

pi^L^lSm       And  bright  shone  the  light  in  his  eye, 
on  the  hazard.    When  he  played  pitch-and-toss  for  the  coveted 
cross, 
Gambling  his  life  on  the  die  ; 
Yet  I  inwardly  shook  at  his  wistful  look, 
At  the  crowd,  the  world,  and  the  sky. 
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The  khaki  \yg  J^now  what  means  a  khaki  coat, 

coat  is  the  sijm-  ' 

boi  of  sacrifice       When  wrapped  across  the  breast, 
lionai  aitar^th'e  Soon,  soon  it  will  be  hunted  down, 
soldier    lays       Qr  hunt,  in  war's  fierce  quest.  .  .  . 

body,  soul,and  t    i     i  i    •  i  n     i     n      • 

spirit.  We  lightly  ask  its     soul     shall  give 

To  strangers  of  its  "  best." 

The  "  best  "  may  mean  a  mangled  frame, 
A  tortured,  nerve-racked  mind, 

Or  passionate  Hell-furies  loosed, 
To  roam  earth  unconfined — 

Yet  the  soldier's  heart  is  an  altar  where 

Christ's  angels  kneel  in  silent  prayer, 
To  meet  with  God  enshrined. 


We  cannot  plumb  the  khakied  soul. 
Its  sacred  mysteries  note. 

The  hopes,  and  fears,  and  agonies 
That  round  it  ay  doth  float ; 

Yet  this  is  true — that  in  our  stead 

He  spills  the  wine  of  life,  blood-red, 
Within  his  khaki  coat. 


A    reminder    J^g  g^gjg  ^}^g  j.^^    ^.^J  j-^gg  ^f  Jjf 
at  to  sit   m  '  ' 

iudgment  on       Unknown  for  me  and  you, 

Tie    ioibles    of    -jr.     .         j        ■,  ,  ,  ,  ...... 

he  men  who   -i^-issmg  death  s  goblet  with  his  hps, 
havebravedand       Of  hemlock,  myrrh,  and  rue, 

fought     with  . 

iea/7i.  Nor  asks  you  once  to  realise 

The  thousand  deaths  the  soldier  dies. 
The  thousand  hells  won  through. 
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The  V.C.'s 
townsfolk,  irre- 
spective of  the 
"  Dignities  of 
Office,"  take 
matters  into 
their  own 
hands,  and  give 
him  a  right 
royal  welcome. 


All  this  poured  through  his  soul  to  mine, 

On  bubbling  waves  of  thought, 
As  on  the  platform  dazed  he  stood. 

While  people  round  us  fought 
To  wring  his  hand,  to  pat  his  breast, 

To  mark  the  deed  well  wrought ; 
But  I  felt  half  afraid  at  the  price  to  be  paid. 

At  our  "  safety  "  so  bitterly  bought. 

They  marched  him  off  through  roaring  streets, 

Up-reared  on  shoulders  high; 
The  gold-necked  mayor  had  a  sorry  time — 

They  pulled  his  chain  awry, 
And    the   volunteer-band   was   brought   to    a 
stand 

In  its  efforts  to  do  or  die. 


The  well-meant  city  fathers'  plan 
Was  swept  with  a  swirl  away, 

The  "  Dignities  "  were  quite  forgot 
In  glorious  disarray, 

A  London  crowd  could  ne'er  have  made 
A  madder  holidav. 


He  is  feted  by 
every  one. 


For  o'er  a  week  Sir  Revel  rode 

In  Pleasure's  festive  car, 
Receptions  everywhere  were  held, 

Sacred  and  secular.  .  .  . 
But  'twas  pitiful  to  see  the  schemes 
Of  some  who  thought  that  khaki-beams 
Would  gild  their  souls  with  borrowed  gleams 

Shed  from  a  V.C.  star. 
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And  yet  his  p^^^  yg^  when  mirth  was  at  its  height, 

■friend     cannot  ■'  "      ■> 

shake  off  the       I  felt  my  fears  uprise, 

v.c.  chum  is  -^o^  ^^^  and  then  I  saw  the  Cross 

in  some  way       Float  dark  against  the  skies, 

haunted.    Jle  °  ,     i  . 

still  sees  the  And  1  lelt  witnm  my  soul  the  pam 
Sr/u-rS       That  was  hidden  in  his  eyes. 

feels     that    a 
spectre  of  bale- 

fill  influence  O'er  all  I  Sensed  a  baleful  Shape, 
Iii7side!^  ^    ^       That  all  my  senses  daunted, 
A  Guest  unseen,  a  Spectre  lean, 

That  jeered,  and  mocked,  and  taunted, 
That  whispered  low,  o'er  festive  flow, 
"  Your  V.C.  Tommy's  haunted." 


Canto  HI 
Sometimes  men  A  man  whirled  suddenly  aloft 

who    achieve         ,-.  .,  .  ^  ^ 

fame  forget       On  golden  wmgs  of  fame, 

their  early   Sometimes  forgets  the  friends  he  knew, 

friends;    and  °  . 

new-found  ones       Though  knowing  them  by  name  ; 
oid1nes"oiit  of  ■^'^^  Hves  thus  Sundered  by  deep  gulfs 
remembrance.         ^.re  never  quite  the  same. 


And  when  the  King  himself  has  smiled 

On  bravery  with  delight. 
Lifting  a  man  above  his  peers 

To  Honour's  dizzy  height — 
Hall-marked  before  the  eyes  of  Time, 

A  Berserk  man  of  might — 
There  are  always  upstart-friends  to  crowd 

The  old  ones  out  of  sight. 
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Buithev.c,   Still    soon  or  late,  I  knew  he'd  shake, 

Temembers    the  '  _  '  ' 

friend  of  his        Such  clinging-burrs  away — 

vis/ts  him'at  '^^'^^  limpet-folk  that  dogged  his  feet 

his  oifice  at       By  nieht  as  well  as  day, 

the  first  oppor-  /        o  j  ■> 

tunitij.  That  he  would  seek  my  office-door, 

As  oftentune  he'd  done  before. 
When  all  his  world  was  grey. 

And  thus  it  fell,  his  footsteps  turned. 
Before  he'd  spent  his  "  leave," 

To  tread  fond  Memory's  golden  cloth. 
Once  more  its  threads  unweave; 

So  he  slipped  one  night  inside  my  den. 
And  plucked  me  by  the  sleeve. 

to%l tat " ^y G^^'" '^'^ ^^' " i'"^ gi^'^ ^° '^^ 

the  hurbj-biirbj       An  old  pal's  face  again, 

and  to  have  a  Give  US  a  '  wag,'  *  let's  have  a  fag, 


chat    over    old 
times  ; 


Referring  to 
his  war  ex- 
periences, he 
declares  it  is 
unwise  to  think 
of  them  over- 
much, or  the 
Raven  of  de- 
spair would 
settle  on  the 
soldier's  soul. 
Yet  even  as  he 
speaks  so  cheer- 
fully, a  dark 
smile  settles  on 
his  face. 


I'm  nearly  rent  in  twain  ; 
It's  great  to  find  a  peaceful  port 
After  a  hurricane. 

"  I've  been  through  Hell  since  last  I  sat 

Inside  your  office-door, 
I've  seen  Death  in  a  thousand  shapes. 

Reeking  with  cruel  gore. 
One's  to  treat  it  all  as  a  ghastly  joke. 
Or  the  raven  would  perch  on  one's  soul  and 
croak, 

'  Peace  to  thee  nevermore.'  " 

He  sat  him  down  in  his  khaki  coat. 
Stained  by  the  Flanders'  sea, 

*  A  colloquialism  for  "  shake  hands." 
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And  a  dark  smile  played  on  his  fire-tanned  face, 
Though  he  spoke  so  cheerily.  .  .  . 

Perhaps  he  thought  of  the  times  he'd  fought 
The  shades  of  mystery. 


Sometimes  YoT  long  we  fogged  each  other's  face 

quiet    thought  °  °° 

between  attuned       In  wreaths  of  bluey  smoke, 
pleasing  than   While  silence  folded  both  our  minds 
spoken  words.         Within  her  magic  cloak.  .  .  . 

Thought  being  flashed  on  wireless  waves, 
Until  he  suddenly  spoke 


He  describes  Of  that  dead  Strip  of  No  Man  s  Land, 

the  war   and 

how  he  won  the       from  Verdun  to  the  sea, 
^'^•'  Of  trenches,  dug-outs,  bombing-raids, 

With  gas-masks,  cap-a-pie  ; 
And  then  he  told  with  modest  pride, 
The  story  that  is  now  world-wide. 
How  he  a  German  host  defied. 
And  won  the  King's  V.C. 


A\nd  then,  ^^d  then  he  cast  a  wistful  glance, 

relapsing    into  i     i       •  .    ■,  ■, 

silence,  thinks       As  though  he  mward  dreamed, 
trr'me   scenes  Whether  to  tell  of  coffined  sights, 
he   has  wit-   Deep-locked  in  Memory's  negro-nights. 
That  in  his  mind-cells  screamed, 
And  beat  upon  his  panelled  brain, 
To  burst  the  steel  will's  fettering  chain, 
In  madness  unredeemed. 
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His  friend  pje  shivered,  and  I  saw  the  light 

notices  his  air  ... 

of  gloomy  ab-       Of  flame  within  his  eyes, 

straclion,     and     \        ^  i    i  j   •        i       n  j 

again  sees  the  ^^  though  he  peered  in  the  rJeyond, 
spectral   Cross        Some  form  to  recognise  : 

floating     above  .  ° 

him.  When,  swift,  from  some  deep-ethered  fosse, 

I  saw  that  cursed,  ghostly  Cross, 
Above  his  head  uprise. 


It  almost  tranced  me  with  its  eye. 
Of  cold,  malignant  hate ; 

My  senses  danced  a  rat-tat-too. 
As  though  to  pipes  of  fate. 

Piped  by  a  ghostly  piper  who 
Was  devilishly  elate. 


And  asks  its  u  T^n  me,"  I  Cried,  "  what  means  this  Cross, 
meaning.  '  '  * 

Forged  on  some  ghostly  shore. 
That  o'er  thy  head  now  seeks  to  shed 

Slow  poison  evermore. 
And  with  its  eye  of  menace  glares 

Within  my  office  door  ? 


"  Oh  !    thing  of  evil !   wrought  of  thought, 

Within  a  demon  mind. 
Born  in  some  goblin  den  of  hate, 

Unhallowed  and  unshrined, 
Avaunt  on  sable  wings  of  night, 
No  longer  spit  upon  my  sight. 
Thy  venomed  flame  to  breed  affright, 

To  slay,  to  blast,  to  blind  !  " 
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Bidding  Yet  Still  it  Swung — mid-poised  in  air, 

*'  it "     begone,  i       i      i 

he  finds  that.       And  opal-pulsed  the  more, 
rcro'f ::«:  UntU  my  brain  cried  out  in  pain, 
iinues  to  swing   «  Take  thy  foul  shadow  which  doth  stain. 
With  dread  my  office  floor, 
Back  to  its  charnel-house  of  night 
On  some  dark  Stygian  shore  1 


Until,     in      Or  tell  me  why  thou  casts  thme  eye, 

frenzy,  he  asks  •'    ' 

the  Cross  itself        lo  make  my  senses  daunted  ! 
ISe?'"   "^  What  is  the  message  of  thy  sign, 
So  ominously  vaunted. 
Chanting  with  eerie-measured  lilt, 
Thy  weird-dree,  '  Haunted,  haunted 


There  is  no  Yet  Still  I  heard  no  ghostly  voice 

answer    to    his  fo  / 

cry,  but  he  feels       Answer  my  burning  cry, 

the  Cross    is  a    -r        i      <•  i  i  r 

thought-sijmboi  ^  o^V  ^^^^  ^  Shape  of  woe, 
arising  from  A  form  of  hate,  a  bitter  foe 

some      bitter  ^    ' 

enemy     that       Was  Standing  very  nigh, 

stands    unseen     «     j     i         i  i      i  •       t    i    • 

in  the  office.      -^^"^  t^'^t  ^^  mocked  me  m  disdam. 
And  jeered  my  agony. 


fte^s  Itaiosf"'  ^^  seemed  as  though  I'd  been  in  thought 
victim  to  black       ^ons  of  ages  long 

magic,    but    is    -p,    j-  j  ,  ,   ,  • 

recalled  to  his   Before  1  heard  his  voice  again 
senses  by  the       My  half-dulled  mind  unthong 

voice    of  his  ■'  _         ° 

soldier-hero.       From  that  fell  spell  of  magic  black.  .   .  . 
Loosed  by  a  human  tongue. 
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*'  It's  strange,"  said  he,  "  that  you  should  see. 

Flitting  the  room  across, 
A  spectral  sign  that  clings  to  me, 

Like  that  dead  albatross 
Tied  round  the  Ancient  Seaman's  neck, 

To  his  eternal  loss. 


The     v.c.   "And,  stranger  still,  I  really  slipped 
says    that    the  '  ^        rr        J  J^        ff 

Cross  is appar-       Withm  your  omce  door 

r?!mSre  To  tell  you  of  a  beastly  thing 
murdered  alba-  Which  crouches  by  my  side  to  spring 

tross   that  was 

tied  round  the       r  rom  some  ethereal  shore, 
SinSS  To  slay  my  mind,  to  blast  my  nerves, 

Mariner,    and       Xo  haunt  me  evermore. 
that    he    had 
really   come   to 
ask  his  friend's 

advice  about  a   "  It  may  spring  from  a  mind  diseased, 
that  greyed       From  morbid  fancy  drawn  ; 
upon  his  mind,  y[y  gye-balls  may  be  out  of  tune, 
My  body  over-worn  : 
Tho'  joy  or  weal  I  often  feel. 
The  sun  no  more  for  me  would  steal 
Across  the  dewy  morn. 


"  It's  mixed  up,  too,  about  a  Cross, 

Which  makes  me  almost  think 
That  ghostly  shades  may  wrap  my  soul, 

Black  as  the  blackest  ink, 
Which  human  eyes  may  see  at  times. 

When  on  life's  outer  brink. 
Else  why  should  you  tell  of  it,  too, 

And  backward  cower  and  shrink  ? 


And,  con- 
tinuing, slates 
the  fears  that 
assail  him 
arise  from  a 
German  he  slew 
who  wore  the 
Iron  Cross. 
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"  However,  tell  me  of  your  mind, 

It  may  me  much  avail, 
At  least  you'll  truly  understand 
The  fears  that  over  sea  and  land 

Do  ever  me  assail.  .  .  . 
It's  of  a  German  and  his  Cross, 

And  simple  is  the  tale." 


The     v.c.   He  plucked  at  his  faded  khaki  coat, 

tells   the   tale         -J     ,      ,  ,  ,     i  -j 

with  quivering        rleckeu  by  war  s  noma  sea, 
"yeT,^'  and   a  "^^^  ^'^^  iace,  though  bronzed,  was  pale  as  well, 
haunted  look.     jTor  his  heart  was  blanched  by  years  of  Hell, 
And  its  shades  of  mystery. 
And  I  ne'er  saw  a  man  with  eyes  so  wan, 
So  wistfully  look  at  me. 

He  told  his  tale  like  one  returned 
To  life  through  death's  dark  lane, 

Wearing  upon  his  soul  the  mark 
Of  secret,  bloody  stain. 

That  floods  of  tears,  through  long-drawn  years, 
Would  ne'er  wash  white  again. 


Canto  IV 


The  V.C's 
story  of  the 
German  and 
his  Cross.  He 
first  declares 
that  a  civilian 
cannot  realise 
the  hell  of  con- 
flict now  raging 
in  the  cockpit 
of  Europe. 


"  I  daresay  you've  read  all  about 
The  life  we  live  '  out  there,' 

Yet  floods  of  words  could  never  tell 

The  horrors  of  the  Flanders  Hell 
We  Tommies  daily  bear.  .  .  . 

Where  ghastly  death  leaps  like  a  thug 
From  land,  and  sky,  and  air. 
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"  Yet  some  of  us,  though  often  stalked 

By  the  scythed  Reaper  grim, 
Are  lucky  dogs — if  luck  it  be — 

And  give  the  slip  to  him  ! 
Think  !    After  three  years'  constant  war, 

I'm  sound  in  wind  and  limb. 


And  con- 
tinues to  ex- 
plain how  con- 
sistently luckij 
he  has  been. 
While  some 
have  been 
struck  down 
almost  on 
reaching  the 
firing-line,  he 
has  escaped 
serious  injury. 

He  inclines 
to  the  view  that 
no  one  can 
escape  the  de- 
crees of  Fate  ; 


"  Some  in  the  firing-line  have  scarce 

A  twenty-four  hours'  run, 
Oft  by  my  side  pals  have  been  killed, 

Who've  never  seen  a  Hun  ; 
It's  passing  strange  how  I've  escaped. 
And  back  to  dear  old  Blighty  scraped. 

To  see  the  blessed  sun. 


"  But  luck,  or  chance,  or  Providence, 

Call  it  whate'er  you  will, 
Some  lives  are  charmed  and  some  are  doomed, 

Each  fated  to  fulfil 
The  working  out  of  destiny. 

Whether  for  good  or  ill. 


And  suggests 
that  God's 
angels  may 
sometimes 
shield  and  help 
the  soldier. 


"  And  he  whose  time  has  not  yet  struck 

To  voyage  to  the  West, 
Is  saved  in  '  queer  '  mysterious  ways, 

That  never  pause  or  rest : 
Perhaps  the  angels  who  once  stood 
With  Daniel  in  his  pit  of  blood 
Help  some  poor  Tommies  to  make  good, 

And  shield  their  naked  breast. 
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He      some-    «  ^^  jy-j^j^g  j  g^^^^     ^^  thoueht  I  saw, 
times   thinks  '  °  _         ' 

i/iai  /lis  regi-  Ghost  bowmen  fringe  the  height, 
helped  at  Mons  Smiting  with  arrow  and  with  sword 
by  the  spirits       -phc  foe  in  deadly  fight  : 

0/   the  ancient  _         _  . 

bowmen  who   Our  quivering,  thin-drawn  khaki  line 
court,  etc.  ^^"^     Should  have  been  snapt  like  burning  twine 
Before  the  Prussian  might. 


//  horsemen   "  What  power  upheld  our  wearied  hands 

and  chariots  of         ■,-..,  ,     .  .^  ,  , 

fire  were  once        When  we  their  switt  march  stayed  ? 
encampedabout   Pgrhaps  the  angel  of  the  Lord 

the    hosts     0/  ^_  ° 

Israel,  he  asks   Stood  in  their  path  with  outdrawn  sword, 

ivhu  should  not  a      i      i     •  i    i  t  i 

the  "  contempt-       And  their  proud  hearts  dismayed  : 
ibie  uttiearmir  gy  parsons  I  have  heard  it  said, 

be    similarly        ^   ^  _  ' 

assisted  to-day   Horscs  and  chariots  oft  were  spread 
^ighiimj^^fo  re-   ^^  days  of  old  around  the  head, 
generate  the       fo  give  the  righteous  aid  : 

world?  ..... 

Is  it  imagination  vain 
To  say  it  might  occur  again. 
For  Freedom's  Own  Brio-ade  ? 


He     admits  "  Think  you  I'm  '  queer  '  to  talk  like  this, 

these         may  ■'  .  ,  , 

be    "  queer  "       Or  that  the  notion's  '  odd  '  ? 
foTthreeljeafs  I^'s  a  '  queer '  country  I've  been  through, 
he    has    lived  /^^^  <  queer  '  things  happen  out  there,  too — ■ 

in  a  "  queer  "  ^  t        j      r  m    j  i 

world  of  mys-       That  Mystery  Land  of  Nod  ! 

terious    hap-    -r        i  •  v   ^       i 

pcnings.    The  I  only  wish  to  show  to  you 

hardened   sol-  Wg  pramblers,  swearers,  drinkers,  who 
dier    uncon-     .,,,,,  .  c  /^    ji  , 

scioiisiy    rea-  Are  dubbed  by  saints  a    Ijoclless  crew, 

'vTrmlTand  Oft  think  such  '  queer'  things  may  be  true  ! 
cannot      help       When  lonely  on  the  sod, 

5 
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thinking  of  the  ^e  lie  beneath  the  star-lit  sky, 

great  Over-Soul  ^  ' 


when  constant-   Seeing  the  bursting  shells  sag  by, 
•  hear  the  !Maxim  bullets  fly, 
It  makes  one  think  of  God. 


Comingmore  "  ^\^{s  much  I  know,  I've  met  the  foe 

directly   to   his  ' 

story,    he    de-       In  many  corners  tight, 

dares    that    he    y,        ,         ,      ,         ^        .       ,       .  ^  ,       , 

has  no  remorse  ^  ve  bombed  and  sniped,  old  scores  out-wiped 

/or  the  foes  he         J^     J^^  ^y  appetite 
has  slain,  and  °  j       re 

that   his   soul   In  Vengeance  for  some  comrade  slain, 
hands     'clean,   Yet,  reckless,  'mid  death's  hurtling  rain, 
for    he    has       j'^g  ^een  top-dog  all  right. 

fought  for  Bri-  r         o  o 

tain's     loftiest 
ideals ; 

"  My  conscience  never  once  has  twinged 

For  all  the  Huns  done  in, 
When  it's  war  to  the  knife,  to  save  one  life 

Would  be  a  deadly  sin  ; 
My  soul  is  white,  my  hands  are  clean, 
In  spite  of  blood-streams  spilt  between, 
For  I've  fought  for  Britain's  free-demesne, 

And  always  fought  to  win. 


Nevertheless,   «  J  ^q\1  yo^  ^^Jg  ^q  Jg^  yg^  know, 
he    is   haunted  •'  ^ 

in    his    mind       My  senses  are  not  daunted 

flend  that  fot  ^Y  Memory's  grinning  death's-head  sere, 

lows  him  night       With  bony  arms  out-flaunted.  .  .  . 

'Tis  something  else  that  saps  my  mind — 
A  Prussian  ghost  that  treads  behind 
My  soul  and  mocks — would  I  were  blind, 
For  by  it  I  am  haunted. 
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He      relates  «  ^^^  ^]^jg  -g  j^^^  -^  came  about  : 
that,  prior     to 

winning    the       One  dripping,  autumn  eve, 
which        he   About  a  week  before  the  scrap 

was   sughiii,       That  sent  me  here  on  '  leave,' 
wounded,  _  _  ' 

Graced  with  this  ruby  ribbon,  and 

This  bar  upon  my  sleeve, 


His    regi-   "  Wg  p-gt  an  order  to  mop-up 

ment    was    or-  . 

dered   to    take       The  rival  German  shop, 
trenehes'."'"''^   All  gay  festooned  with  barbed-wire. 
And  Maxims  that  spit  death  and  fire, 

With  ne'er  a  blessed  stop  ; 
We  knew  we  had  a  toughish  job, 
Their  trenches  and  dug-outs  to  swab. 
When  we  went  o'er  the  '  top.' 


An  infantry   "  We  knew  that  Fritz  had  burrowed  deep, 

attack,  although         t       p       i    i     i 

protected  by  a        in  funk-holes  tar  away, 

The  d^ZZ:  To  'scape  the  heavy  guns  that  played 

a    nerve-trying         The   devil's   holiday, 
experience. 


Only  to  bob  into  their  lines, 
Like  puppets  in  a  play. 


"  It's  not  a  pleasant,  picnic  spree. 

To  clamber  o'er  the  trench, 
And  wade  through  rotting  No  Man's  Land, 

Where  traps  and  poison  stench 
Lurk  to  maroon  the  Tommy's  life.  .  .  . 

I've  seen  the  stoutest  blench  ; 


The  stoutest 
may  blench  at 
times,  though 
not  through 
)  e  a  r ;  and 
every  man  who 
mounts  the 
"  top  "  i  s  a 
hero  deserving 
the   V.C. 
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"  For  fear  will  clutch  the  strong  man's  heart 

At  times,  whoe'er  he  be ; 
Pale  cheeks  do  not  always  denote 

A  craven  pedigree  : 
Sure  !    Every  man  who  mounts  the  *  top ' 

Deserves  the  king's  V.C. 


After  the  as- 
sault, which 
was  successful, 
he  went  out  to 
explore  and 
bomb  the  enemy 
dug  -  outs  —  an 
extremely  dan- 
gerous enter- 
prise. 


"  There  were  no  chicken  hearts  that  day, 

When  we  went  streaming  o'er 
Into  the  German  lines  and  wiped 

Out  many  a  bitter  score  ; 
And  when  we'd  smashed  the  Hun  redoubt. 
The  boys  dug  in,  .  .  .  but  I  went  out, 

Their  dug-outs  to  explore. 


"  These  you  must  know  are  crissed  and  crossed, 

Worse  than  a  Ham.pton  maze. 
And  cunning  holes  are  hidden  there. 

To  spy  upon  one's  ways.  .  .  . 
You've  to  be  mighty  careful  lest 

A  sniper  ends  your  days. 


I'd  wary  pricked  a  zigzagged  course. 
For  half  an  hour  or  more. 


Getting  well 
away  into  a 
perfect  laby- 
rinthof  trenches 

he  sees,  just  as  When  round  a  corner  my  eyes  fell, 
ilnch- comer,       Full  twenty  yards  before, 
a  Prussian  Upon  a  Prussian  just  emerged, 

emerging  from        ^  i  •      i  1 

his  dug-out.  r  rom  out  nis  dug-out  door. 


Their  eyes 
fall  on  each 
other    simuUa- 


My  eyes  caught  his  as  his  caught  mine, 
Both  taken  by  surprise, 
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neousiy    Each  jje  did  not  shoot,  ...  no  more  did  I, 

IS   armed  with  '  ixi^^^  ^-.i^-i  x, 

rifle  and  bay-       For  each  made  swift  surmise, 

oncl,btiteachis   ^^ 

afraid  to  siiooi  That  each  had  comrades  close  at  hand, 

lest    it    should         lyn  i  i  i      •         t 

bring   enemy  Wnom  SnotS  WOUld  Slgnahse. 

comrades  to  the 
rescue. 

Each  realises  "  For  some  few  silent  moments  we 
aim  Ttht       Read  deep  the  other's  soul, 
death.      Their  Where,  mirrored,  flashed  a  nation's  hate — 

eyes  blaze  with 

national  hatred.       True  atoms  of  the  whole — 

One,    at    least,     «      j   y  -i  ■, 

is   predestined  And  1  knew  that  One  of  us  must  die, 
"o  '^the^'con-   ^^^  ^  heard  the  weaver  his  shuttle  ply, 
queror  worm.  Weaving  death's  aureole. 

"  I  think,  too,  in  his  soul,  he  heard 
The  Valkyrie  Maidens  cry.  .  .  . 

We  both  cast  one  last  upward  look 
At  the  slow  darkening  sky. 

From  that  deep,  narrow,  muddy  trench 
Where  one  was  doomed  to  lie. 

The  soiem-   «  Wrapped  in  a  marbled  dreamless  sleep  .  .  . 

nity  of  death —  ^  ^  ^ 

silent  and  im-       A  clod  of  human  clay,  .  .  . 

hometoihev.c.       The  conqueror  worm  holds  sway  ; 
Thus  while  defiance  lashed  each  face, 
Thought  leaped  on  thought — a  wild  mill-race — 
In  turgid  disarray. 

Both  comba-  "  Moved  by  a  common  impulse,  we 

iants  move  to-         ca  i       ^i         j 

wards  each       blow  to  each  Other  drew, 
other,    silently  Creeping;  along  the  walls  of  clay, 

and      warily,  r     &  a  /J 

along  the  deep.       Through  pools  of  muddy  glue, 
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muddij    trench   Which  sucked  the  feet  from  purpose  fleet : 

where  one  false  ,  r      r  ' 

step  would  spell  One  slip  not  only  meant  defeat, 

disaster.  tt  ^  i 

Up  went  your  number,  too. 


His  rival 
was  a  much 
bigger  man, 
and  tossed  him 
scornfully  a 
half-salute. 


Andabreast- 
to-breast  fight 
begins  amid 
deadly   silence. 


"  He  was  a  big  and  lusty  chap, 

Of  rather  handsome  mien. 
And  when  we  raised  our  bayonet  points, 

Sharpened  by  hatred  keen, 
I  felt  that  ne'ertheless  the  fight. 

Though  bitter,  would  be  clean. 

"  A  Prussian  Hun,  he'd  been  well  trained. 

And  knew  the  soldier's  trade, 
He  scornful  tossed  a  half-salute. 

As  tho'  upon  parade, 
In  pity  for  the  life  he'd  take 

Swift  with  his  bayonet  blade. 

"  No  eyes  watched  that  Homeric  strife. 
Save  'twere  some  fairy  gnome, 

Unlike  the  gladiatorial  fights 
Of  Coliseumed  Rome, 

No  plaudits  at  our  nerves  were  flung,  .  .  . 

Round  us  the  pall  of  silence  hung. 

Yet,  while  our  bayonets  hissed  and  swung, 
I  often  thought  of  home. 


The    Hun   He  nearly  got  me  straight  away, 

nearly    van-         x:>  -^i,        i  •         ^u         ^ 

qnisheshim  in        For,  With  a  lungmg  thrust, 

the  first  round,   He  slipped  within  my  guard  a  stroke 

•a     lucky     slip  ■■■  ^  . 

saving  the  v.c.        I  failed  to  parry — just 

As  I  slipped  carelessly  aside — 

But  for  that  lucky  half-a-stride 

I  had  been  a  lump  of  dust. 
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For  half  an  "  Yor  half  an  hour,  or  may  be  more, 
hour   the   fight         ^       ,,     ,  ,'     .  \  ' 

waxes  fast  and       Our  blades  made  rmgs  oi  steel, 

furious ;  Around  each  other's  vitals  till 

One's  senses  'gan  to  reel — 

Breath  came  in  gasps,  eyes  grew  blood-dim, 

And  weakness  seized  on  mind  and  limb, 

Which  neither  could  conceal. 


The  Prus-   "  j^  burst  of  dexterous  feints  and  stabs 

sian  eventiialhj 

over-reaches       Foretold  the  final  note 

the^V.c.'  p?ns  Had  all  but  struck— expiring  strength 

him  to  the  wall       Flared  to  full  height.     He  smote, 

through     his 

throat,  where      A  long,  last  blow  for  precious  life,  .  .  . 
It  missed  me,  and  my  bayonet  knife, 
Pierced  his  thick-knotted  throat. 


"  And  pinned  him  sideways  to  the  wall 
The  fight  was  lost  and  won  : 

No  more  would  his  fast-glazing  eyes 
See  the  slow-dying  sun  : 

No  surgeon's  skill  could  piece  again 

That  ragged,  open  jugular  vein, 
Through  which  the  life  blood  run. 

He  bleeds  to  j  trenched  the  bavonet  out,  he  slid 
death.  -      _  ' 

Down  with  a  gurgling  moan, 

His  nerveless  fingers  clutching  air. 

As  though  they  would  postpone 

The  hovering  death-vulture-guest 

From  settling  in  his  cofhn  nest. 

Till,  thrusting  one  hand  in  his  breast, 

He  gasped,  and  died  alone. 
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He  discovers   "  J  searched  him  and  discovered  that 

(hat   the  fallen 

warrior  was  no       No  common  man  v^as  he, 

common  man  ; 
allied  to  Roy- 
alty, he  held  the 
Iron    Cross   of  r      r  ^  ■  i 

the  First  De-   In  prooi  oi  his  proud  war  career 
gree. 


His  papers  proved  him  close  allied 
To  Hunnish  Royalty  : 


I  found  a  ripping  souvenir, 

Which  filled  my  heart  with  glee. 
For  those  breast-hidden  fingers  clasped 
An  Iron  Cross  which  he  held  fast, 
As  though  to  guard  it  to  the  last — 
'Twas  of  the  First  Degree. 


This  trophy 
he  takes  as  a 
prize  won  in 
lawful  fight — 
and  the  V.C.'s 
mental  troubles 
begin. 


"  That  was  my  own  peculiar  prize. 

By  every  sacred  right, 
I'd  won  it  naked  breast  to  breast. 

In  fair  and  open  fight. 
And  in  my  pocket  it  has  lain 

Since  that  dark,  drizzly  night. 


The  enemy 
of  note  has  his 
grave  marked, 
so  that  his  body 
may  be  taken 
home  at  the  end 
of  the  war. 


full  details  logged 


"  When  I  reported  the  affair 
They  sent  a  squad  of  men 

To  fetch  him  in 

A  funeral — swank — and  when 

The  war  is  o'er  his  bones  will  lie, 

I  guess,  beneath  his  father's  sky, 
In  Prussia  once  again. 


Going  to  rest- 
billets  later  in 
the  evening,  he 
feels  an  un- 
canny   form    Swung  to  rest-quarters  through  a  wrecked 

walking  by  his  \      i  t  •  i 

side.  And  moon-lit  country-side  ; 


That  night  our  company  was  relieved. 
And  we,  in  muddy  pride. 
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But  as  I  trudged  I  felt  a  shape 
Of  horror — like  some  devil-ape — 
Pace  silent  by  my  side. 

And    even   u  c  ^  jnorbid  fancy,'  muttered  I, 
fancies       he  -^  ' 

hears  a  mock-        '  From  which  I  must  be  shorn, 

voice,  ^  ^'^        'Twill  fade  away  at  break  of  day, 

Like  bubble  dreams  sun-born.' 

Yet,  as  I  strove  to  quiet  rejoice, 

I  thought  I  heard  a  ghostly  voice 

Chuckle  in  mocking  scorn. 
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And,  at  last, 
when  dead 
asleep,  he  is 
aroused  by  a 
hoarse  voice 
excla  im  ing, 
"Give  me  my 
Iron  Cross." 


"  We  barracked  in  a  village  barn, 

Littered  with  peat  and  moss. 
Dog-tired  I  flung  myself,  full-pack, 

To  have  a  quiet  '  doss,'  * 
And  Morpheus  rocked  me  on  his  arm, 
Sealed  all  my  senses  with  his  charm, 
Till,  roused  from  sleep  with  rude  alarm, 
I  heard  a  wild  screech,  threatening  harm, 
'  Give  me  my  Iron  Cross.' 


He  even  sees 
an  outstretched 
arm  and  hand, 
with  itching 
fingers,  and 
then  realis[es, 
with  horror, 
that      he      is 

HAUNTED. 


"  And  there  I  saw  that  cursed  Hun, 
With  clutching  palm  out-flaunted. 

His  eyes  glowed  red  like  coals  of  Hell, 
And  all  my  senses  daunted, 

'  By  God,'  I  cried,  '  The  Great  Divide 

Hath  spued  thy  spectre  forth  to  glide 
Around  me,  and  I'm  haunted.' 


Th\e  Ghos  t  «  ^nd  ever  since  he's  dogged  my  steps, 
night  and  day.       By  midnight  and  broad  day, 

*  A  colloquialism  for  "sleep." 
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His  presence  wraps  me  like  a  cloud, 

Which,  foetid,  breathes  dismay, 
And  oft  I  glimpse  him  as  he  stood, 

Before  that  dread  affray  ; 


Sometimes 
he  catches  sight 
of  him  ;  some- 
times he  hears 
his  voice  ;  often 
he  sees  an  out- 
stretched hand 
only. 


"  Sometimes  I  see  a  twitching  palm 
Waiting  to  clutch  its  prey  ; 

Sometimes  I  hear  the  dull  refrain 
Of  his  weird  virelay.  .  .  . 

'  Give  me  my  Cross — my  Iron  Cross- 
Give  me  my  Cross,  I  say.' 


The  spirit  of   a  j  r     i  |      T  gee  '      I  hear  '      I  know  ' 
the  dead  Hun        ^  ^^^^  '      ^  ^^^  ■      '-  ^^^ar  .      i  Know  . 

has      over-       That  he  has  come  to  Stay  ! 
the  local  revelry  Vendetta'd  I  !     He's  played  the  spy, 
hotZmfnt       On  all  these  revels  gay  ;    _ 
And  like  a  mendicant  he  waits 
To  glut  revenge  with  winged  hates, 
And  will  not  go  away. 


He  asks  can 
such  a  vendetta 
be  stayed  and 
the  spell  broken, 
for. 


"  It  is  a  dreadful  thing  to  know 

One  ne'er  can  be  alone. 
To  feel  the  tread  of  ghostly  dead, 

To  hear  a  haunting  tone  ; 
Think  you  this  spell  of  blackest  Hell 

Can  e'er  be  overthrown  ? 


n  threatens  u  -pj^jg  -g  ^^vt  secret  of  the  Cross, 

to  unhinge  his  _  ' 

reason.  In  lurid  colours  clad, 

That  swings  in  dread  above  my  head, 
And  makes  me  wistful  sad  ; 
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How  can  I  longer  stand  the  strain  ? 
My  mind's  diseased  and  sick  with  pain, 
If  naught  can  cure  my  throbbing  brain, 
I  shall  go  raving  mad." 

^  ^^^Jll^^t  He  ceased  and  sat  as  one  forlorn,  .  .  . 

Jinds  it  difficult  ' 

to  answer  him,       Lucifer-proud  in  might,  .  .  . 

He  had  told  his  tale  like  one  returned 

From  the  Pit  of  Dreadful  Night ; 
Spun  from  Gethsemanes  of  pain, 
His  auric-robe  bore  the  brand  of  Cain, 
And  he  felt,  though  innocent,  the  stain 

That  jarred  upon  the  sight. 

And  silence  brooded  for  a  space 

About  us  !     What  coiild  I 
Say  to  a  Hero  who  had  proved 

How  easy  'twere  to  die  ? 
And  then  I  gathered  up  my  thoughts. 

To  make  a  brief  reply. 

But  points   «  Q^j.  fathers,  when  a  chief  was  slain, 

out  that.  III  the  _ 

days  of  ances-       Built  a  huge,  funeral  pyre, 
dead    man's  To  burn  to  ashes  bones  and  flesh, 
goods  were  at-       Weapons  and  goods  entire  ; 

ways  destroyed  ^  _  °  ,   ,  .         . 

in    order    to    Sometimes  his  servants  and  his  wives 

break    tlie  con-         ^  j   ^i     ^        i_    i      r: 

nee t  ion    be-       Graced  that  unholy  nre. 

tween  Ids  spirit 

and  the  place  he   "  They  did  it  thinking  that  the  things 

once  habited ;  _,.  .    .  .,  ,  . 

ihat  mmistered  to  nim 
Comfort  and  strength  in  this  rude  world 

Would  help  his  soul  to  swim 
To  heights,  still  close-companionshipped. 

In  under-worlds  ghost-dim. 
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"  They  thought,  too,  that  his  cherished  spoils — 

Trophies  of  war  and  chase — 
If  not  destroyed  would  form  a  chain 

To  bind  him  to  the  place, 
And  that  his  spirit  ay  would  haunt 

His  kin  with  foul  grimace. 

He  further   a  "phat  ancient  rite  survives  to-day  : 

points  out  that  •' 

the  custom  of       The  warriot's  dog  and  horse 

taking  the  horse    t-"   n  i  rr  i 

and  dog  to  foi-   rollow  the  comn  to  the  grave 
low  their  dead       Behind  their  master's  corse— 

master    to    the 

grave  is  a  sur-  A  relic  grim  of  years  long  sped, 
barbaric  past;   When  men  by  childish  fears  were  led 
To  seek  protection  from  the  dead^ 
Their  vengeance  or  remorse. 

ihere'mZTl   "  0^^  modern  culture  Justly  sneers 

germ    of    truth  At  gUeSSeS   SO   UnCOUth, 

m  the  origin  of  .  . 

the  custom.         Yet  m  those  tar-oli  magic  tales 
Of  the  world's  early  youth 
May  lie,  fast-prisoned,  secret  laws 
And  germs  of  hidden  truth. 

And  that,  if  a  Your  body  may  be  over-worn, 

there     be     a  ■'  ■'  ' 

spirit-world  all       Your  eye-balls  out  of  tune, 

around    us,    H    -r,  -,  ,  •   •  i  -i 

is  highhj  pro-   -DUt  there  may  be  a  spint-world 
babie  that   it       Qf  rascal,  sage,  buffoon, 

IS  composed  of  . 

good  and  evil  That  interpenetrates  our  sphere, 

be  attracted  bij   Whose  threshold-dwellers  oft  draw  near, 

certain  objects  'p^  strike  the  inner  eye  and  ear, 

which  they  have  _  •'  ' 

esteemed   and       Like  your  dead  Hun  dragoon. 

whicli  may  act 

"If  this  be  so,  the  Cross  you  hold. 
To  him  an  idol-proud. 
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May,  bridge-like,  link  his  soul  to  yours, 
O'er  which  he  treads  to  shroud 

Your  mind  in  gloom,  ,  .  .  o'er  which  he  mocks, 
And  shouts  his  menace  loud. 

He     feels  a  Wouldst  thou  be  free  in  mind  again, 

strongly  that  .  o        ' 

the  v.c.  should       To  guard  'gainst  further  loss, — 
'T cross  "I  Th^n  sell,_  or  pawn,  or  give  the  thing,- 
Regarding  it  as  dross.  ... 
Or,  better  still,  for  good  or  ill. 
Destroy  the  blasted  Cross. 


Iron  Cross  to 
break  any  pos- 
sible connec- 
tion ; 


It  might  prove 
beneficial ;  if 
so,  he  would 
enjoy  the  na- 
tural sights  and 
sounds  instead 
of  ghostly  ones. 


"  That's  what  I'd  do  if  I  were  you, 

A  simple  thing  soon  done. 
And  you  will  be,  I'm  certain,  free 

From  that  ghost-haunting  Hun  : 
The  shadows  from  your  mind  will  fall ; 
Cankered  no  more  your  mind  with  gall, 
You'll  hear  the  singing-birds'  sweet  call, 

And  see  the  rising  sun." 

The     V.C,   He  rose  and  jerked  at  his  khaki  coat, 

thinking      this         0-11  1       -ni       j        > 

cowardly  ad-        otamed  by  the  iManders    sea, 

vice,  rejects  it,  j^^^  j^-g  ^^^g  gleamed  red  as  he  tossed  his  head, 

"  I'll  none  of  it,"  said  he  ; 
"  To  yield  to  fear  that  souvenir, 

I  never  will  agree. 

"  I've  never  played  coward  yet,  my  friend, 
Nor  once  struck  craven  note. 

And  damned  if  I  will  be  frightened  by 
The  Cross  that  doth  o'er  me  float ; 

And  I'll  catch  that  vanishing  Hun  and  wind 
My  fingers  round  his  throat. 
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And,  threat-  "  J  ^^^  ^^^^^  Cross  with  pitted  life, 

ening  to  slran-  _  r    i 

grze  //le  spirit,  if       In  open,  knightly  fight, 

lYuZT'lnlo  And  what  I've  won  I'll  hold  till  death's 

the  night.  Unconquerable  might 

Makes  me  disgorge  not  only  '  It  ' 

But  all  my  heart's  delight.  .  .  ." 
With  that  he  strode  across  the  floor, 
And  opened  wide  my  office  door. 
And  passed  into  the  night. 


The  tragedy 
of  men  with  un- 
hinged minds 
who  have  to 
be  segregated  : 
many  from 
natural  causes, 
etc. ,  more 
through  shell- 
shock  through 
active  service 
in  the  war,  but 
some,  doubtless, 
through  the 
agency  of  evil 
spirits — as  in 
tlie  days  of 
Christ. 


Canto  V 

There  is  a  place  called  Colney  Hatch, 

Near  famous  London  town. 
Where  mad  folk  herd  behind  stone  walls, 

And  bars  that  grimly  frown 
Upon  the  inmates — some  once  trod 

The  walks  of  high  renown. 

These  madmen  live  a  life  apart. 

Within  their  prison  cells  ; 
The  ebb  and  flow  of  life's  song-tide 

Ne'er  into  music  swells 
Around  their  ears  to  reason's  note. 

Piercing  their  padded  hells. 


Dead  in  a  world  of  thought  and  stir, 
Though  living  'neath  God's  skies. 

The  angel  image  breathed  by  Him 
Is  lost  in  brute  disguise  ; 

And  their  mad  antics  must  be  watched 
By  sleepless  keepers'  eyes. 
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For  madness,  sprung  from  different  germs, 

Is  varyingly  expressed. 
Some  are  but  sad,  .  .  .  some  are  stark  madj. 

With  murder  in  the  breast. 
And  some — as  in  the  days  of  old — 

By  devils  are  possessed. 

noVon?u"cal't  ^hen  Christ  our  Lord  walked  'mong  the  tombs, 

out  evil  spirits       And  by  sweet  Galilee, 

gave  His  power  They  brought  to  Him  afflicted  men, 

to  the  disciples.       ^hat  He  might  set  them  free, 

And  with  a  touch  He  loosed  their  bonds, 
And  made  wild  devils  flee. 

He  left  His  Church  this  power  divine, 

"  Much  greater  shall  ye  do," 
Yet  I  oft  ask  if  to  their  task 

His  followers  have  been  true  ? 
Should  not  His  priests  in  latter  days, 

Cast  out  ghost  devils,  too  ? 

II  is  sug-  I  do  not  know  !   I  merely  ask, 

gested  that   if  .  i      /•    • 

the  Church  was        Why  priestly  hands  divme, 
Lord^His  ^oi-   Should  not  to-day  again  display 
lowers  could       The  mystic  healing  sign  ? 

likewise    heal  ,  ,  i     ,     •       i    •  i  i     i 

the  sick  and    Twould  Seal  their  claims  could  they  repair 
cS.tif  S       The  broken  human  shrine  ! 

that  obsess  cer- 
tain   types    of  Mayhap  some  men  now  bound  within 
human  beings.         o  n         •   ^     r  ?       i      • 

btone  walls  with  frenzy  s  chain, 
Doubtless    /-.111        J.    .    .        ,         1  1 

many  men  con-   Could  by  divinity  be  cleansed 

fined   in   asy-       Qf  all  their  bitter  pain, 

turns     are     the  ^ 

victims  of  ob-  And  by  much  prayer  and  fasting  be 

session  by  evil         ii/r    j         i,    i      •  •    j 

spirits.  Made  whole  m  mind  again. 
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I  talk  like  this  because  I  know, 

In  homes  of  mad  despair, 
Men  are  fast-caged  who  fought  for  us 

In  France  and  Flanders,  where 
They  fell  a  prey  to  evil  things, 

And  demons  of  the  air. 

Like  the  V.C.,  j^^^  ^^^  within  a  padded  cell. 

Was  once  a  boy  with  me. 
And  once  he  wore  a  khaki  coat. 

And  once  his  soul  ran  free. 
And  once  upon  his  dauntless  breast 

He  wore  the  king's  V.C. 

Who  is  still  g^^  now,  unhinged,  he,  vacant,  sees 
haunted  by  the  '  &      '        '  ' 

spirit  of  the       That  dark  world  past  the  tomb, 
ea     russi    .   p^^^  ^^^^  ^^  Stalks  an  unseen  foe 

Around  that  padded  room. 
And  now  he  beats  and  stabs  the  walls, 
With  shouts  of  death  and  doom. 

And  then,  exhausted,  downward  drops, 
As  though  the  conflict's  o'er. 

And  then  he  raves  of  a  dead  Hun, 
And  of  a  Cross  he  wore. 

Then,  starting  up,  he  circles  round 
His  padded  cell  once  more. 

He  no  longer  jjg  Jq^}^  j^ot  wear  his  khaki  coat, 

wears  his  khaki 

coat   with    its       Flecked  by  war's  muddy  sea, 
but^a  '^sirait-  ^  waistcoat  Strait  they've  placed  on  him, 
jacket.  From  which  he'll  ne'er  be  free  ; 

His  mind  is  stained  with  khaki  dye, 
A  raving  maniac,  he. 
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,.  '^"'^;,  .^°"}^'  But  sometimes,  in  his  saner  moods, 

limes,  Ihinkincj  '                   ^                            ' 

that  lie  is  still  His  soul  on  eagle's  wings, 

fi  g  h  t  i  n  g    i  n  -r,         ^       •                                 i            i     i 

France,  and  Breaks  mto  song  as  though  he  were 

looking  forward  ^  soldier  o£  the  king's, 

to  the  home-  _                                               o     :> 

coming   when  Fighting  in  France  to  shape  new  worlds, 

peace     is    de-  *      i     i  •     •        i         i 

ciared,he  sings.  And  this  IS  what  he  smgs  :  .  .  . 


"  When     we 
Return," 


To  remind 
us  of  the  duty 
we  owe  to  those 
who  have  been 
broken  in  our 
bailies. 


"  When  we  return  !     When  we  return  ! 
To  England's  isle  from  conflict  stern, 
From  battlefields  where  we  have  shed. 
Life's  roses  white  and  stained  them  red 
With  dyes  spilled  from  the  heart's  rich  urn. 
Out-pouring  all  our  wealth  for  you, 
What  will  you  do 
When  we  return  ? 

"  When  we  return  !   When  we  return. 
Seared  in  our  souls  with  wounds  that  burn. 
With  minds  distraught  with  Hell's  fierce  flame, 
And  bodies  crumpled  into  shame. 
Shall  tenderness,  forgetful,  spurn 

The  broken  reeds — staunch,  valiant,  true  ? 
What  will  you  do 
When  we  return  ? 

"  When  we  return  !   When  we  return  ! 
The  arts  of  peace  again  to  learn 
In  mart,  and  mill,  and  fields — that  rise 
Preserved  and  crowned  by  sacrifice. 
Our  daily  livelihood  to  earn. 

And  piece  life's  broken  threads  anew. 
What  will  you  do 
When  we  return  ? 
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"  When  we  return  !   When  we  return 
To  our  dear  isle  of  brake  and  fern, 
Once  more  to  hear  the  lark's  sweet  song, 
Drowning  all  sense  of  human  wrong, 
For  hours  of  ease  to  inly  yearn, 

Nerve-soaked  in  vitriol's  bitter  rue, 
What  will  you  do 
When  we  return  ? 

"  When  we  return  !    When  we  return 
With  eyes  of  flame — will  we  discern 
The  slums  of  woe,  the  hells  of  mirth. 
Gold-rooted,  still,  in  sacred  earth  ? 
And  caste  still  at  the  privilege-churn  ? 

We've    blood-drops  sweat   to  make  worlds 
new  !  !  ! 
What  will  you  do 
When  we  return  ? 


"  When  we  return  !   When  we  return. 
Will  you  forget  ?     Your  vows  intern. 
With  khaki  doffed,  in  lethargy, 
England  the  same  for  you  and  me  ? 
Or  idols  false  must  we  o'erturn  ? 

Remember  we  have  died  for  you  !  !  ! 
What  will  you  do 
When  we  return  ?  ' 
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The  V.C, 
with  countless 
o^her  heroes, 
died  a  living 
death  for  you. 


And  the 
very  frailties 
of  the  active- 
service  soldier 
should  endear 
him  to  the  civil- 
ian populace 
he  protects. 


Canto  VI 

We  know  what  means  a  khaki  coat, 
When  wrapped  across  the  breast, 

Soon,  soon  it  will  be  hunted  down. 
Or  hunt  in  war's  fierce  quest, 

We  lightly  ask  its  soul  shall  give 
To  strangers  of  its  best ; 

The  "  best  "  may  mean  a  mangled  frame, 
A  tortured,  nerve-racked  mind. 

Or  passionate  hell  furies  loosed, 
To  roam  earth  unconfined,  .  .  , 

Yet  the  soldier's  heart  is  an  altar,  where 

Christ's  angels  kneel  in  silent  prayer. 
To  meet  with  God  enshrined. 

We  cannot  plumb  the  khakied  soul. 

Its  sacred  mysteries  note, 
The  hopes  and  fears  and  agonies 

That  round  it  ay  doth  float, 
Yet  this  is  true — that  in  our  stead 
He  spills  the  wine  of  life,  blood-red. 

Within  his  khaki  coat. 

He  sheds  the  red,  red  rose  of  life, 

Unknown  for  me  and  you, 
Kissing  death's  goblet  with  his  lips, 

Of  hemlock,  myrrh,  and  rue, 
Nor  asks  you  once  to  realise 
The  thousand  deaths  the  soldier  dies, 

The  thousand  hells  won  through. 


52  THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  IRON  CROSS 


"  Lest    we      He  wore  a  faded  khaki  coat, 

Flecked  by  a  muddy  sea, 
His  face  was  khaki-hued  as  well. 
Bronzed  by  the  khaki  fires  of  hell, 

His  hands  gnarled  like  a  tree. 
For  he  had  fought  in  Death's  Dark  Court 

The  shades  of  mystery. 


COMMERCIALISM 

God  !  How  I  loathe  this  soulless  torturing  rack 
On  which  I  lie  outstretched  from  day  to  day, 
Wringing  my  lips  to  speech  I  should  not  say 

In  spite  of  nerves  that  break  and  joints  that  crack 

I  hate  the  pincered  cell  where  priests  in  black 
Finger  their  ledgers,  bidding  me  to  pray 
In  frenzied  zeal — or  be  a  castaway — 

The  golden  calf,  like  some  wild  maniac. 

Better — far  better — had  the  Juggernaut 

Of  commerce  crushed  my  life  in  infant-days 

Than  as  I  am — to  grinding  wheels  fast  caught, 
A  lifelong  prisoner  girding  at  the  chain. 

With  eagle  aspirations — and  my  ways 

Dashed  in  the  dust,  stifling  the  heart  and  brain. 
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THE   GIRL-WIDOW 

I've  shut  me  in  my  little  room, 

Where  he  and  I  were  wont  to  sit, 
But  now  the  shadow  of  the  tomb 

Drapes  every  joy  that  lives  in  it. 
The  planet  of  my  life  has  set, 
And  all  has  changed — from  rose  to  jet. 

Not  long  ago  our  twined  hands 

Hung  love  and  hope  on  walls  of  air  ; 

To-day  the  emblems  of  our  plans 

With  dead  eyes  gaze  in  speechless  prayer : 

Like  me,  they  know  their  souls  have  fled 

With  him  to  regions  of  the  dead. 

I've  shut  the  door  and  turned  the  key 
To  dome  me  from  the  world's  rude  ways  ; 

How  can  it  know  my  agony  ? 

Oh  !   let  me  blind  its  curious  gaze. 

And  on  the  pinions  of  the  night 

Far  bear  me  out  of  human  sight. 

He's  gone  for  ever  !     Oh  !  my  God  ! 

To  think  that  such  a  stalwart  life 
Lies  fathoms  deep  beneath  the  sod 

Ere  scarce  I'd  changed  from  maid  to  wife. 
I  know  not  how  death  took  his  toll ! 
I  only  know  I've  lost  my  soul ! 
54 


THE   GIRL-WIDOW  55 

Lost  !   Gone  !    Shot  !    Killed  !     Live  words  that  glare 
And  stab  with  barbs  ;   they  make  me  pray — 

Who  cannot  lift  a  heart  in  prayer — 
To  let  me  bleed  in  thought  away  ! 

Or  give  me  hemlock  for  my  pain  ! 

Or  give  me  back  my  soul  again  ! 

Is  there  a  Lord  of  life  and  death  ? 

Has  my  lord  gone  to  see  his  King  ? 
Where  lies  his  unseen  world  of  breath  ? 

Can  he  thought's  mantle  o'er  me  fling  ? 
Oh  !   let  his  fingers  kiss  my  brow  ! 
Break  the  sense-barriers  here  and  now  ! 

He  loves  me  !     And  his  love  would  draw 

His  spirit  to  my  side  if  he 
Had  conquered  death,  for  nature's  law 

Goads  men  to  their  affinity. 
Oh  !    soul-mate,  from  thy  inner  plane 
Ope  my  blind  eyes  to  thee  again  1 

I  hear  no  answer  to  my  cry  ! 

My  potsherd  heart  bursts  with  despair  ! 
Dear  lady  of  the  night,  draw  nigh 

And  slay  me  with  thy  silvery  stare  ! 
I'm  weary,  lonely,  sad,  forlorn  ; 
Let  me  not  see  another  morn  ! 

The  Night  Queen  with  her  maids  arose  ; 

Stepped  through  the  open  window-pane  ; 
Swept  with  her  eyes  that  room  of  woes  ; 

Stilled  with  cold  gleams  a  throbbing  brain. 
And  when  the  starry  train  had  passed, 
She'd  found  her  lord  in  death  at  last. 


THE   STRONGHOLD   WITHIN 

There  is  a  cottage  in  a  vale, 

Whitewashed  and  thatched — with  windows  quaint, 
Where  ivies  creep  and  roses  trail, 

And  wild-flowers  run — with  colours  faint ; 
Nestling  within  a  forest's  arms, 
This  cot  heeds  not  the  world's  alarms. 

Love  was  the  architect  who  planned 

And  built  this  simple  home  for  me, 
He  mixed  his  life's  blood  with  dead  sand. 

Out-breathed  his  soul — and  fair  and  free, 
This  fragile  stronghold  sprang  to  life — 
A  shelter  sure  from  storms  of  strife. 

I've  taken  all  my  treasures  there  ; 

My  hopes  and  fears,  my  youthful  dreams  ; 
Ambitions  wild,  and  idols  rare  ; 

My  musings  on  a  thousand  themes  ; 
And  with  these  picture-thoughts,  the  walls, 
Are  music-graced  with  madrigals. 

And  when  the  world  has  bruised  my  soul. 
When  nimbus  clouds  roll  o'er  my  sky, 

When  flaccid  sick  I  see  life's  goal 
Recede  upon  my  glazing  eye, 

Then,  heaven-impelled,  I  flee  to  where 

My  tower  of  refuge  cleaves  the  air. 
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And  when  I  stand  upon  the  crest 

Whose  bosom  folds  my  fairy  cot, 
And  see  the  curling  smoke  invest 

Pure  incense  round  that  altared  spot, 
The  red-bricked  chimneys,  pointing,  say, 
"  Here  is  thy  church  in  which  to  pray." 

That  holy  fane  is  mine,  is  mine, 

A  cloistered  cell,  a  strong  retreat, 
Where  I  partake  of  bread  and  wine, 

In  sacramental  homage  sweet. 
Whose  manna-virtue  doth  impart. 
Strength  to  the  mind,  peace  to  the  heart. 

Who  keeps  my  altar  fires  alight  ? 

Who  holds  at  bay,  thieves,  moth,  and  rust  ? 
Who  fills  my  soul  with  calm  delight  ? 

Who  coins  rare  jewels  out  of  dust  ? 
Why  ask  ?     Hast  thou  ne'er  been  made  wise 
To  the  pure  light  of  shining  eyes  ? 

Scarce  o'er  the  threshold  have  I  crossed, 
When  blessings  thrill  my  fibres  faint. 

Akin  to  when  the  mystic  host, 

Is  raised  above  th'  impassioned  saint ; 

The  world  recedes,  all  pain  is  o'er, 

And  Love,  the  guardian,  locks  the  door. 


"THE  MUTE   INGLORIOUS  MILTONS » 

I  SOMETIMES  wish  that  I'd  been  born  a  clod — 
A  clod  with  vacuous  mind  to  understand 
Only  my  drudging  tasks  ;   and  that  the  wand 

Of  Ariel  had  ne'er,  with  fancies  odd, 

Raised  me  to  knighthood  from  the  earth's  dull  sod. 
To  passing  glimpse  the  magic  of  a  land 
Peopled  by  lords  of  thought — the  holy  band 

Of  artists  who  adorn  the  courts  of  God. 

Oh  !   bitter  life  !   To  know  that  I  with  them 
Am  one  in  rank — touched  by  the  rod  divine  ; 

But  a  patrician  poor — my  diadem 

Of  regal  frenzies  surged,  locked  in  my  mind — 

Shrouded  in  shades — ne'er  in  the  sun  to  shine — 
My  thoughts  my  tomb  in  which  I'm  close-confined. 

Why  were  my  shoulders  kissed  by  artists'  swords  ? 

Why  was  I  born  'neath  Mercury's  restless  sway  ? 

Why  did  the  fairy  goddess  pass  my  way 
When  life  began  scatt'ring  thought-scented  words  ? 
Why  was  my  deeper  nature  ever  stirred  ? 

Why  am  I  doomed  high  calls  to  disobey  ? 

Why  did  I  glimpse  the  cov;rts  where  gods  hold  sway 
To  be  a  banished  wanderer  from  my  Lord  ? 
If  that  birth  touch  divine  of  discontent 

Had  never  rocked  the  cradle  of  my  soul, 
My  rising  energies  would  have  been  spent 

In  satisfaction  smug  with  Mammon's  throng  : 
I  would  have  loved  the  common,  worldly  goal ; 

And  joined  my  fellows  in  their  common  song. 

58 


"THE   MUTE    INGLORIOUS   MILTONS "       59 

^ut  I,  like  Dante,  live  my  life  apart, 

And  nurse  my  secret  visions  in  the  breast — 
Which  fade,  like  passion-flowers,  all  unexpressed  : 

A  craftsman  ign'rant  of  the  winged  art, 

I  daily  feel  the  thoughts  that  inward  smart 
To  mount  Pegasus  on  some  fiery  quest : 
But  I,  with  gift  of  utt'rance  all  unblessed, 

Am  Ivanhoe — unknown  save  to  my  heart. 

Mayhap  the  vision  splendid  that  was  mine  ; 

The  dream  of  knighthood  by  the  great  god  Pan  ; 

The  banishment  to  find  the  graal  divine 

Were  goad-hints  from   beyond — that,  through    death's 
gate. 

Immortals  laurel-crowned  the  hopes  of  man 

Who's  aimed  his  best — and  left  the  rest  to  Fate. 


THE   LION  HEART 

Tho'  caged  within  steel  bars  of  Fate 
To  daily  tread  a  narrow  cell, 

I  glory  in  my  high  estate, 

My  sires  of  forest,  peak,  and  fell. 


A  prisoner  !    Yet  men's  idle  eyes 
Cannot  my  sweep  of  thought  control 

And  hourly  to  the  gods  arise 

Thanks  for  my  lion-hearted  soul. 


My  eyes  range  far  past  prison  bars  ; 

My  mind  mounts  high  on  eagle  wing  ; 
I  know  the  glory  of  the  stars  ; 

The  rapture  of  the  song  of  spring. 

The  wilds  unknown  are  ever  mine  ! 

I  spurn  chains  forged  to  fetter  m.e  ! 
Let  curs  strain  at  the  leash  and  whine  ! 

Not  kings  of  royal  dynasty  ! 


When  ripe  this  shroud  of  steel  I'll  burst  ; 

And  plunge  my  way  to  breast  the  sun, 
Tho'  in  my  path  the  shade  accurst 

Snatch  at  the  victory  ere  'tis  won. 
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The  bars  of  fate,  the  shade  of  death, 
Can  rob  nor  bar  me  from  my  goal ; 

Uncurbed  I  rule  o'er  mind  and  breath, 
The  lonely  monarch  of  my  soul. 


GOOy 


RUPERT  BROOKE 


If  I  should  die  before  I've  reaped  my  mind 
Of  all  its  fruits — its  tares  as  well  as  grain, 
Think  not  half-empty  hands  have  toiled  in  vain 

A  meagre  harvest,  ,  ,  .  scattered  to  the  wind  ! 

Think  not  that  Destiny  hath  dealt  unkind 

With  heart-emotions,  .  .  .  surging  thoughts  of  brain, 
And  that  my  sheaves  are  rotting  in  the  rain, 

Washed  by  the  pitiless  years  I've  left  behind. 

Think,  rather,  this  :    That  I  on  other  fields 
Have  joined  the  happy  reapers  who  are  free 

To  garner  all  the  wealth  that  summer  yields,  .  .  . 

Thoughts  beauteous  with  the  fire  of  holy  truth,  .  .  . 
And,  unafraid  of  winter,  think  of  me. 

Crowned  with  the  sunshine  of  immortal  youth. 
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